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Part one 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first remotely publishable slash story, and | probably went totally overboard with the sugar, but 
hell, | like things warm and fluffy.. 

There are no names mentioned throughout the story, so if you skip the first line, you can make this about 


whoever you want. 


| don’t own Rammstein, and as far as | know, none of this ever happened. 


Richard's POV 


It must have been the look in your eyes, after the show. A look like | had seen it only once on you before, a 
look so pained and lost, so much like | feel every time when the cheers have faded, the houselights come up 
and everything goes cold and hollow. 

The first time | saw you like this, | ran away and shut the door behind me, just to avoid making a mistake - | 
know all too well how vulnerable one can be, feeling like a shell and nothing but. | should have known better, 


though. | should have known that everything is better than that vacuum inside. 


| never imagined seeing you, of all people, in this condition | just hope | didnt miss it too often. | should be very 
sorry if | did. 

Tonight, | saw it, and you saw that | did. It was some kind of quiet understanding. That's why | left my door 
ajar. Because | know how hard it is to even bring yourself to knocking at a friend's door when you are feeling 
like this. And now, I'm simultaneously sad and happy. Sad for the fact that you aren't sleeping soundly in your 
own bed, the way you really should after a day like this. But oh so happy to have you here with me. To know 
that you came for a friend. For a hug. For affection. 

Come here, buday. 

We have been friends for so long now, have seen each other laughing and mourning, cheerful and heartbroken, 
have tried to be there when one of us needed a hand, some advice, or whatever else we had to give. But how 
come we never held you in my arms like this? How come | never felt the warmth of your breath at the crook 
of my neck? How come | never felt like | wanted, needed to kiss you? 

It doesn't matter. | feel it now. And I'll act on it now. 

It’s just my lips touching yours, nothing more. 

| can't believe how good it feels. 

| can't believe how soft you are. 

And | cant believe that you don't even flinch. 

Can you? 

Can you believe that you are kissing your best friend? 

Seems that you arent sure yet, as the kiss goes on and on and on, your velvety lips on mine, and that’s all | 
care to feel right now. It’s enough for a long time. 

Your face is puzzled when we finally part enough to look into each other's eyes again. But you still dont try to 
get away from me. After a few seconds of bewilderment, your eyes seem to ask the same question that is on 
my mind as well: How come we never did that before? 

And then the moment is over and your head drops back to my shoulder. | can't do anything but holding you 
close and staring out of the window in disbelief. 

Yes, | just kissed you. Yes, you just kissed me back. And why the hell not? You needed it. | needed it. There is 
nothing wrong with getting what you need and nothing to be ashamed of, buddy. If there were more kisses like 
this one, the world would be a better place. 

So why not making our world as good a place as we can tonight? 

Why not kissing your ear as well when it’s right next to my lips? It listened to me so patiently and so often, it 
deserves to be kissed 

Why not kissing down to your beautiful mouth again, the mouth that always has a good word to give me 
whenever | need it? 

And why not unbuttoning your shirt, trying to find and kiss the place where | can feel your heart beating? You 
‘ve got one of those warm and affectionate hearts that seem to be so scarce nowadays, it would be a shame 
and a crime not to kiss it once one got so lucky to find one of them, don't you think? 

At least, you dont seem to object. Stop shaking, buddy, it’s alright. It’s just me. Nothing to be scared of. 

So how about another hug, huh? 

| feel your arms around my waist, just lightly at first, but suddenly tightening almost painfully. 

Now, now, my friend, are you drowning? Or why else are you clinging to me like that all of the sudden? We are 
right in the middle of a solid ten-story building, mate, there are no deep waters nearby.. just kidding. | know. | 


know how it is when you feel like you were drowning in your own misery. But I'm here, | won't let you sink. You 


can cling to me all you like. 

| could stand like this forever. It seems like holding you, cradling you in my arms, ruffling the hair at the back 
of your head, like having you that close to me was all | ever wished for. 

If | could just get you to stop shaking. 

Lie down, buddy, I'll find a way to calm your nerves. 

You didn't tremble that much when we kissed. So let me kiss you some more. I'll just start at your forehead.. 
like here..and then go looking for the spot where you like it best. Does that sound like a plan? 

But first let me get my shirt off. | want to feel as much of you as | can. 

And please put your arms around me again. | need to be held as much as you do. 

From your forehead, | move on to your eyelids, to your cheek, to the corner of your mouth, just touching my 
lips to your skin rather than actually kissing, just feeling you and taking in your scent rather than doing 
anything..hot..wait, was that a sweet spot? Right there, under your ear? Admit it already, buddy, | heard you 
sigh. Do you want me to do it again? 

This seems to be the spot to go for, as your shakiness decreases right away. | think I'll keep on kissing it for a 
while; | love the almost inaudible noises you make when | do it. 

Unbeknownst to myself, my hand starts wandering, from where it helped my mouth nuzzling your ear down to 
your collarbone, and on to the place where | sense your heart beating against my chest. It’s like it wants to 
tell me something. 

But what is it saying? 

| touch my lips to your throat, as a finger would be way too insensitive to understand what is conveyed 
through the throbbing artery there. 

Im still aching Kiss me again A kiss would help for sure. 

Anytime, buddy. 

I's a weird thing, a heart, isnt it? It can be so tough and brave and strong, and then it just breaks, like yours 
did tonight..'m sorry for never having realized it breaking. | know that mine does it quite frequently when an 
adrenalin rush wears off, but seeing you like this, that’s something else, pal, it really is..l wish | had known 
about it earlier. We could have kissed each other out of our respective hells so many times before. 

But I'll make up for it now, okay? | won't let you walk away with that look in your eyes ever again. I'll take care 
of you, better than before. What else is a friend there for? 

Speak of taking care - uh, don't stop this..right, | have that spot under my ear, too. There's another one at 
the back of my head, by the way..a little lower..hmmmmyeah.. right there. Would you mind me taking a little 
time-out, pal? Just lying here on your chest, listening to you breathing, knowing that you are here? | really 
can't do much more when you are touching me like that. 

It feels like I've been waiting for this for all my life without knowing it. And maybe that’s even true. From when 
we had just met and started to hang out together, | was drawn to you, wanted to be around you, wanted you 
to be my friend. Like | knew that | could trust you, could rely on you, count on you..nobody else ever gave me 
that feeling of being safe; certainly nobody | ever tried to have a relationship with. | always started out all 
great and exciting and would always go south because of the lack of trust and understanding on both sides. 
Whit you, it’s different. Not that it’s not exciting right now - Geez, tickle me there again, will you? - but it’s 
sort of exciting and relaxing at the same time. No need to - perform, to act, to pretend, as you know me all 
too well anyway..it feels so right, and just so true. 

Me. You. This. 

And if you dont mind hearing another thing that’s true: | love you.. 


Hey, what's that stunned look all about? Sorry, my friend, | didn't mean to startle you..didn't you know? It 
started right away, | told you, and grew a bit every day. We have known each other for years now, so just do 
the math and you'll know what you mean to - hmph.. 

buddy, | dont mind being kissed like that, but let me get some air ever now and then, will you? Ah, that's 
better. Your lips soften immediately, and now they part for the first time, almost hesitantly, enclosing my 
lower lip and tugging gently. Oh, to hell with whatever qualms there might have been. My lips part as well, and 
now finally, | get to taste you. 

So good. 

So sweet and comforting. 

That's odd, innit? | thought that you were the one in need of comfort tonight.. 

Does that mean you could love me - like this? Or isn't there a difference at all? | don't feel like much has 
changed between when | woke up this morning and now. Do you? | don't feel like | love you more or differently 
now than | did yesterday, even though | never kissed or touched you like this before. | was always willing to 
take whatever you would give me. | was always willing to give you whatever you would need. Back in the day, 
when we didn't have two pennies to rub together, you'd give me the shirt off your back, literally. We'd 
sometimes share a hamburger because we couldn't afford to buy two of them. We'd share each other's grief 
over broken relationships, the joy over our success, stages, tour busses, cigarettes, coffee cups, and not to 
mention all the weirder shit..so why not the warmth of our bodies, the tender touches of our lips and hands, 
the feeling of being wanted, needed, loved... 

Another one of those fierce kisses; this time, it takes much longer to soften. And when you finally break it, 
you are hiding your face at my shoulder. | can feel you trembling, much more than when you first came to 
my room. 

Buddy? 

Hey, what is it? 

Wait - are those..tears? Are you crying? Why? 

Still general backstage misery? 

Or is it about us? About what everyone else will say? 

They won't say a word, love. | guess they won't even realize. Because nothing has changed, really. We have 
always been so close, how much closer could it possibly get? And that we started adding kisses to the hugs, 
touches to our words, finding peace to hanging out together, that’s none of their business. 

And we don't have to let anyone know if you don't want to. Okay? 

So let me wipe these tears away, and give me a little smile. | haven't seen you smiling all day long. 

Now where were we? 

Right, | had been listening to your heartbeat, and you were stroking me. 

Can | stroke you a bit in return? Maybe a bit farther down your sides, and over your stomach? 

Or even kiss you there? I'd love to kiss your belly button, if you let me, to dip my tongue into it. To feel 
whether you enjoy being touched and caressed there just as much as | do..it tickles? Should it not? At least 
now | do know how to make you smile for me. | just have to kiss you right here and run my tongue over this 
little scar... if | had known that so little is enough to make you smile, you would have smiled much more 
recently... 

And while my fingers keep caressing the smooth skin around your navel, my mouth slides back up to your lips; 
| just can't get enough of them. 

How are you, love? Better? You gave me a scare tonight. Your eyes were like dead. | never thought that you 


could be so utterly miserable, so much like me. And | surely never thought that you would allow me to take 
care of it. Come closer, buddy. Closer. Do you know how good you feel? How good you make me feel? How 
good..ahem..yes, | think that now you know just how good. Glad to realize that obviously, | make you feeling 
good, too. 

Well, as far as relaxing and calming nerves goes - that would have been that.. 


Part two 


Author's Notes: 
Still all fluffy and cuddly and whatnot.. 


Enjoy. 


| don’t own Rammstein, and this is a work of pure fiction 


| still cant believe what is happening. l'm in bed with my best friend, all but properly dressed, | kissed him, said 
that | love him dearly, and he didn’t run away! All he did was kissing me back like he had just been waiting for 
me to do it first, crawled into my arms, and now | can feel his body next to me, feel all of him, literally from 
head to toe. His forehead is leaning against mine, our arms are wrapped around each other, our hearts are 
beating only inches away from one another, one of my legs is twined around his, and right in the middle.. 

Now if | could only read that look in your eyes. It’s a question What question? 

Do you really mean it? 

Yes, | do. | have been longing for your affection, your nearness, your warmth, ever since we first met, so yes, 
| mean it. | wouldn't lie to you, love. Being lied to hurts, and | know all too well that you've had enough of that 
in your life so far. I'd never ever hurt you like that. 

If it had been possible to still move closer, you have just done it. And by now you're really..poking me. 

Are you doing that on purpose, baby? 

You obviously do, as you are doing it again right away. And after a few seconds of hesitation, your hand is on 
my hip, and you close the little gap that had still been there with just one flowing motion. 

Kiss me, sweetheart. Kiss me again, else | won't believe that I'm not dreaming.. 

So it’s real. It has to be, | could never think up all the things you do to my mouth now. And again it’s so soft, 
so tender, so you... 

My arms around you, | start exploring your body. 

My fingers nuzzle your neck, right at the base of your skull. You are shifting a little, trying to find the best 
position to simultaneously kiss and give my hand as much room as possible. 

Both my hands slide down the muscles of your back, from your shoulders all the way down to your hipbone, 
then up again 

A soft sigh. 

You like that, love? 

Of course you do. Who doesn't? | do it again, with a little more pressure on my way down and some playful 
tickling and teasing on my way back up. 

Another sigh. 

Again. 

And again. 

| feel you growing heavy on my chest as your body relaxes on top of mine, but it’s good, | like it that way. It 
means that you trust me, that you are comfortable where you are, just as much as me. 


| start to drift away. l'm just half aware of the bed we are in, of the room, of the streetlights that cast a 


dim light through the window. It’s like now Im really dreaming, with my eyes open and with you figuring as the 
only thing the dream is about. And so it takes a while for me to realize that you are stroking me through my 
pants. 

So we are really about to see this through, arent we, buddy? 

For an answer, you start tugging at the waistband of my boxers. 

And for an answer to that, | run a finger down your spine, from where | nuzzled you earlier down your neck, 
down to your shoulder blades, and farther down, down, down, one vertebra at a time until both your spine and 
my finger are disappearing into your sweatpants, all while hearing you purr and feeling your muscles regaining 
a little tension That's a sweet spot all over, isn't it? So many nerves to tickle, right beneath my hand- and you 
‘ve got more, of them, I'm sure. Just as well as | do, I'm just saying... 

Finally, | give in to your tugging and let you strip me of my pants and underwear. And as | don't think that you 
expected me to be the only one who is in the buff, | do the same for you. 

| hear your breaths speeding up, and | can't stay exactly calm either. | have seen you naked before, but never 
for that reason, and never in that state. We exchange a meek look, almost like two teenagers unsure of what 
to do next, and all of the sudden, | feel very shy around you. 

| want this, very much, but it’s so.. 

| feel your arm around my shoulders, pulling me close to you and back down on the bed, where you resume 
kissing me. 

At first, neither of us is touching anything of what we just exposed My hands are on your chest, yours are 
on my back, none of them even moving while we are kissing each other through that moment of insecurity. 
This time, it’s me to close the little gap that has somewhat magically reappeared between us. And now | really 
get to feel all of you, not with my hands, but with my whole body. Every part of mine is feeling the 
corresponding part of yours, and | can't even decide what to concentrate on first, until your eyes are catching 
my attention. There is another question. 

How much will things change between us? It's never just sex, you know if.. 

Right, it isnt. But for sex to be just sex, it would have to start out as such. For us, it didnt. For us, it’s the 
only thing we havent done yet; everything else is already there. So no, this won't change much between us, 
because, come think of it, loving you "this way" or "that way", that’s crap. Love is love, and | love you a whole 
lot, buddy. And | don't see why sex shouldn't be something that can be there between two people who love 
each other, where it belongs. 

And anyway, if we feel like it is changing things too much, then we don't have to do it again 

May | touch you, sweetheart? 

This time, the kiss you give me is soft and loving right from the start. 

Ill take that for a yes. 

My hand slides down over everything | explored so far and ends up between your legs. Yours comes sliding 
over my hip and ends up between mine. 

We both smile faintly at each other, as if to say, hey, that wasn't all that hard, huh? 

No, it wasn't. And no, we aren't. Hard. Yet. At least not fully, | guess we were both too nervous. But that 
changes rapidly now, the timidity and hesitancy of our touches notwithstanding. 

It’s the strangest feeling. | never touched a dick other than my own, | never even thought about it, so my 
brain is clearly a bit overwhelmed trying to figure out what belongs to whom. It notices the dick in my hand, 
but it’s completely puzzled when it instructs the hand to squeeze a little, and instead of feeling pressure, it 
registers a fingertip sliding over my cockhead. It tells my fingers to retract the foreskin, and what comes back 


is a tickling sensation at my balls. And the ringing in my ears clearly signalizes "overload" as you enclose my 
cockhead in your palm and run a thumb over the spot right underneath.. 

Stop, buddy, please stop for a moment. | don't want this to be over that soon 

Neither do | 

Your arms are back around my ribcage; you are holding me tight for a long, long moment, an undecipherable 
look in your eyes. 

And suddenly, you are rolling the both of us over; | find myself lying on top of you - and feel your legs 
parting beneath me. 

That's how you want it, sweetheart? Like really? 

An almost invisible nod. 

A slight trace of worry blends into my excitement. | know, | started this, | want this, you want this, but buddy, 
none of us has done anything like that before. | think | know what to do, but I'm afraid that I'll be clumsy, and | 
don’t want to hurt you... 

You won't Love me. 

Your words send a shiver down my spine; now it’s me kissing you hard. | kiss you until | manage to recover 
from the surprise of you really, actually, wanting me to fuck you, me, of all people. 

I'll be gentle, | promise. 

And | guess we'll need.. 

| hate to get off the bed, to get off you, but | have to if | want to find something to make this comfortable 
for both of us..some lotion, | ain't got nothing else. That will have to do, buddy. 

| turn back to the bed and | am totally smitten by what | see. For the first time since you came to my room, 
we have parted enough for me to take a throughout look at you. 

You are stunningly beautiful, my friend There isn't an inch of you that isn’t absolutely perfect, and I'd be 
completely content to run my hands over every single one of them until hell freezes over.. 

| crawl onto the bed, next to you, and lay my head down on your stomach, where | start kissing the spot with 
the little scar once more. One day, you will tell me how you came by that, won't you, love? And then | show 
you mine and tell you about it.. 

My hand went astray again, down to your knee. Lets start this slowly, buddy; you will need to relax and | will 
need to calm down a bit. You almost made me come just two minutes ago. 

| can feel your fingers nuzzling my neck and your breaths slowing down. Good. My hand starts sliding up your 
thigh. 

I'm still surprised how soft and smooth you are. For some reason, | had assumed a guy to feel rough, but you 
don't. Everything | touch is firm and maybe even a tad tense, but it’s like covered with silk, a sheer pleasure 
to touch, and it’s total bliss to feel you reacting to every little thing | do. To sense the slight shivers as | draw 
invisible ornaments on your warm skin. To feel the little movements of your pelvis as these ornaments expand 
all up to your groin To hear the soft moan as my hand is cupping your balls and starts exploring there, the 
slightly wrinkled skin and what it is hiding, Gosh, buddy, if you like this, | could do that for two hours straight.. 
One fingertip, running up and down the underside of your dick, and you are moaning louder. Like all the rest of 
you, it’s hard and soft at the same time, and just as beautiful as everything else. | can't help but putting a 
tender kiss on it’s very tip. It gives an excited little twitch in my hand, but that’s the only part of you actually 
moving - you are breathing heavily by now, but you are lying completely still. How are you doing that, pal? | 
can hardly keep still without being touched; it’s an effort not to lose it completely when l'm just thinking of 


how it felt to lie on top of you, your hard cock next to mine, the expectant look in your eyes... 


Ill leave your dick alone for a little while, love, else we will both come before we really get started. | will try to 
open you up a bit instead. 

| settle between your spread legs, still astonished about the fact that you spread them for me, that you want 
me to sit right here, that you are entrusting me with this most delicate and vulnerable spot of yours. And | 
won't betray your trust, sweetheart. | have no idea how, but | will make this good for you. Just tell me what 
you like or don't like; let's just - play by ear. 

My hand slick with lotion, | start touching you right above your entrance, and | think it’s safe to claim that 
you like it so far. They say that there was a most sensitive spot behind a man’s taint, let's see whether | can 
find it..there? 

Oh, it’s that good? 

Want me to find it inside, too? 

Adding more lotion, | carefully slip a finger into the tiny hole. Oh my. How is anything else supposed to ever fit 
into that tightness? And it’s not like you're just tight, you're downright tense. 

Are you scared, baby? 

Don't be. | won't do anything you are not ready for. 

My other hand starts to loosen the strained muscles that are gripping my finger. Come on, love, you can do 
that, you can let me in a bit deeper, let me find that special spot..ch. 

Found it. 

You suddenly open up and grip me harder at the same time. How did you do that? Doesn't matter, | seize the 
opportunity, slip in another finger and nudge you there again. Yeah, baby, that’s more like it. Open up for me, 
there is so much more | want to give you, but you can't have it as long as you are that tense.. 

It takes long until | feel like | can add a third finger, but | don't mind; we have all night and | am enjoying myself 
immensely, fingerfucking you and seeing your reactions. But | seem to be a bit - unskillful with three fingers, 
and you don’t seem to like me not getting to your sweet spot anymore, so | guess it’s time for the real deal, 
huh, buddy? 

Are you sure about this? 

Alright then. 

| give my dick a few strokes to get it fully hard again, slather it with an insane amount of lotion and touch it’s 
tip to your entrance, never ceasing to massage the muscles around it with my thumbs. Don't tense up again, 
love. Let's concentrate. You on being soft, me on being hard, and the both of us on being joined. 

Very, very slowly, | start to push. 

Stay open, baby. Let me in. I'll do my best helping you, taking my time, caressing you, adding even more of the 
lotion, but the more difficult part is on you, | know, the more difficult part is to allow all of this to happen.. 
Finally, l'm in. 

Wow, we did it. | cant even consider to start moving; all | can care for is to lean down and kiss you. 

Let's adjust a bit before we go on You to being invaded like this, and me to the most incredible feeling | ever 
had. 

Can you believe we actually did that? 

The room is absolutely quiet except for your panting. Somehow | know not to break the silence; it’s as if we 
were both waiting for something. To pass the time, | pay a short visit to the spot under your ear and kiss 
your lips ever now and then. What that something might be | have no idea, until | finally see it. 

A tiny little tear. In the corner of your eye. 

| kiss it away, 


Better? 

A smile, almost as tiny as the tear. 

Yes. Way better. 

| love you, baby. 

Very carefully, | start moving. 

Halfway out, then back in 

Almost completely out, back in again 

Is that alright for your poor little butt? 

Seems like it is; sliding in and out gets easier every time | do it, until you are suddenly stopping me with a 
pained little hiss. 

Not.so deep.. 

Sorry, baby, where did | poke you? | put my hand on your stomach, right next to your dick, and rub it 
soothingly. Somewhere in here? Shsh, | won't do it again. 

| start to change the angle of my trusts a little, trying to recall where that magical spot was. 

You are really moaning by now, sounds like you are relishing my quest as much as | do, but you haven't made 
that little sexy noise again yet, like when | stroked you there inside with my finger. Play by ear, indeed. 

A few times of try and error. 

There. 

There it is. There is no way I'll ever forget that little yelp again, there is no way I'll ever forget the feeling of 
your muscles tightening around me like this. Please, buddy, don’t squeeze me so hard; or it will be over before 
we know it..whew, thanks... 

| promised to be gentle, and | intend to stick by that. That spot seems to be so incredibly sensitive, so | try 
not to poke it, or hit it, or slam into it. Instead, | try to repeat what | did with my finger - stroking it. And 
judging by the way you start writhing beneath me, that’s the way you like it, me just nudging you there with 
my dick, but pal, | won't be able to keep this up for long - not just because it is unbelievably arousing (which 
it is; it’s not just my cockhead touching your prostate, after all, it’s also your prostate touching my 
cockhead..), it’s also unbelievably exhausting, much more than pleasuring a woman 

Finally, | need a little break. | lean down to kiss you some more. That's the part | like the most, and that’s what 
Ill never give up on, even if we should decide to never do all the rest again: kissing you. Just feeling your lips 
on mine, that silken, loving caress; now that | found it | would come to miss it terribly. | even think | missed it 
before | knew it was there.. 

Feeling your hard cock, trapped between our bodies, gets me moving again. | put more of my weight there, 
trying to rub you down without using my hands - it’s totally messing with my aim inside of you, but you 
seem To enjoy it anyway and it’s much easier for me to do. In fact, it’s so easy that | can start concentrating 
on my own dick, too, on the heat and the tightness | feel, on how much you are pleasuring me without even 
moving. | know that l'm rapidly approaching the cliff and that I'll fall down any moment now, come on, love, 
come with me, stay with me, let's fall down there together.. 

As my consciousness slowly resurfaces, the first thing | notice is how hard you are breathing. No wonder, | 
collapsed on your chest. | try to move, but | can't, that’s how tightly your arms are still wrapped around me. 
As are your legs; | find myself buried inside of you way beyond the point where you stopped me earlier, 
without you complaining. 

Sweetheart? Will you let me, uhm, well, out again? 


| don't think | will let you go anywhere ever again. 


Don't worry, | don't intend to go anywhere. But in my humble opinion, we need a shower, buddy. 

You seem to be a bit absent-minded as you are gently washing the slick mixture of lotion, sweat and come off 
our bodies without as much as letting me lift my little finger to help you. Back in bed, as | lie down next to 
you and put my arms around you, you curl up, snuggle your butt into my lap and your back into my stomach, 
and grip my arm tightly. We practically melt into each other. 

Slowly but surely, | feel you falling asleep. 


Ill leave my door ajar again tomorrow. Are you gonna come? 


